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There his previous training, his painstaking neatness,
thoroughness, and sense of method came into play, and
the only strangers he had to meet were visitors come to
marvel at the miracle of the telephone, and to these young
Shaw enjoyed playing the showman. Before the end of
1879, however^ the Edison Telephone Company was
swallowed up by the Bell Telephone Company, and Shaw,
taking care that it did not swallow him too, seized the
occasion to escape from the mighty maw of business for
ever.
And so, remarks Shaw, 'you must not suppose because
I am a man of letters, that I never tried to earn an honest
living. I began trying to commit that sin against my
nature when I was fifteen,, and persevered, from youthful
timidity and diffidence, until I was twenty-three.'
He left the City not only without a stain on his character,
but with a clear conscience and also a literary hope. For
while helping to conduct the telephone business with one
hand he had written his first novel with the other. It was,
called Immaturity. Unfortunately, no one would publish
it. So he wrote another: with the same result. Then
another, and another, and yet another; five novels in all,
and not a penny earned; six years of dogged trying and
unbroken failtire. Familiar to him chiefly as five heavy
brown-paper parcels, these offspring of Shaw's nonage
must have taught him what a mother feels like when she
is saddled with five unmarriageable daughters; for their
upkeep and travelling expenses alone (sixpence every time
one of them was packed off hopefully to the next prospective
publisher) caused their parent considerable financial anxiety.
Eventually the mice, more enterprising than the publishers,
began to nibble at the fifty times rejected manuscripts; but
they were unable to finish them.
It was not so much that the novels were unpromising,
which certainly they were not, or jejune, which undeniably
they were, as that they were just not wanted. True, they
had plot, plenty of action, and style. Indeed, their style
was so impeccable that it stood out and stared at you self-
consciously, and a little self-righteously, as though to say:
*I may be stilted, but I know that I am correct.' The